TI)C m(fi lament (ihk Tn^edte 

^ . Enter fFill Kemp, 

^eter. JVIufitions, oh Mufirions, harts eafc, harts eiCc» 

O, and you will hauc me hoc, pJa^’ harts cafc. , 

F idler. Why harts eafe? 

Peter. O Muhtions, becaufe my hart it felfc plaies my hart j* 

0 play me fome merie dump to comfort me. /fijjj . 

Jiiinfirels. Not a dump we, tis no time to play now. 

“Feter. You will not then? 

Mmfl. N'o. 

Peter. I willthen giueityo.ufoundly. 
iJlitnfi. What will you glue . VS? 

Peter. Nomoney enmy faithjbutthcgleeke. 

1 wiligiueyou theMinftreil. 

^iinflrd. Tbe»ivillIgiueyoutheScruing-crcature, 

Peter. Then will I lay the fcruing-a catur^s dagger on yow 

Jwiilcary no Crochets, Here you, lie fa /pate 

^ ou, do }'ou note me ? c * 

<JMinfl. And you re vs, and fa vs, you note vs. 

2. U^I. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
i hen haue at y ou with my wit. 

Peter, I will dry- beate you with an yron wit, and put vp my 
Anfweremelikemer. (yron dagger. 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound,then mufiquc with 
her hluer found. 

Why filuer found, why raufigue, with her filucr found,what fay 
you Simon Catling ? 

Mmfi. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found. 

Peter. Prates,wbat fay you Hugh Rebick ? 

2. Ai. I fay filuer found, becaufeMufitions (bund for filucr. 
Peter. Prates to, ivhat lay you lames found poll ? 

'^.AF. Faith I know not wh.jt to fay'. 

T ?^^‘’>'>'°“‘”^^cyjyouarethefingcr. 

1 will fay for .you, it is mufigiie with her filuerfound, 

jBccaufe Mufitions haue no gold for.foundin<^ : 

Then Mufigue with her filuerfound with fpeedy helpdofo 
lend redrefle. . ^ ~ 


of^meo and Miet. 

t^in. Whata peftilent knauc is this fame t 
M. 2 . Hang him lackjcome wccle in herc,tarrie for the mour- 

ncrs.and flay dinner. 

Extt. 

EnterKomto. 

Re. If I may truft the flattering truth of flecpe. 

My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand, 

My bofomes L. fits lightly in his throne : 

And all this day an vnaccuftorad fpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with chearfull thoughts, 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 

Strange dreamc that giuesadeadman Icaue to thinke, 

And Brcathd fuch life with kilTes in my lips, 

That I rcuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah mcjho w fweete is loue it felfe poflefl 
When but loues fhadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Newes from Vero»a)^oyN now Balthazer, 

Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier? 

How doth my Lady, is my Father well: 

How doth my Lady /»//ei:tbat 1 aske againe, 

For nothing can be ill if flie be well. 

CMan. Thenfheiswellandnothingcanbeill, 

Herbody fleepesin Ca/ie/r monument, 

And her imtiiortill part with Angels liues. 

1 faw her laid lowe in her kindreds vault. 

And prefently tooke pofle to tell it you : 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes, 

Sinceyoudid Icaue it for my office fir, 

Rom. IsitinfoJthenl denieyouftarres. 

Thouknoweft my lodging, get me inke and papefj . 

And hirepoft horfes,! will hence to night, 

I do befeech you fir,haue patience; 

Youi' lookes are pale and wilde,anddo import 
Some mifaduenturc. 

Ifo.Tufh thou art dcceiu’d, • 

^<aucmc,and do the thing ILid thee do. 
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